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you a little piece of it, in full flight.

Having offered myself as a tourist of the Under-
world, however, I promptly began to see it. Very art-
fully, our guide told us that- we need have no fears, we
were quite safe. Then of course it seemed at once as
if we were skirting innumerable dangers. Our pro-
gress through these melancholy littie streets became a
series of hair-breadth escapes. Here, for example, are
some of our adventures. More than once, our coach
was besieged by creatures of the Underworld. If we
stopped, they gathered round and clamoured for
money. They jumped up at us and contrived to cling
hold of the side of our vehicle. Sometimes they threw
things at us, with many a yell of execration. With
these eyes, I saw them fighting on the pavement, in-
spired no doubt by the implacable feud spirit of the
Underworld. The only thing that tended to reassure
me was the size of these Underworld creatures, for
they were all very small indeed, so small that I doubt
if the oldest of them was more than fourteen.

At last we arrived at Charlie Brown's famous pub,
where we made a long stay, ostensibly that we might
enjoy at leisure the sight of Mr. Brown's extraordinary
collection of Oriental and other antiques and curiosi-
ties, but really in order that the guide and the driver
might have a few drinks. I do not propose to describe
Charlie Brown's, for during these last few years all
the papers have discovered it in turn and it is now one
of London's show places. But I cannot help wonder-
ing what would happen to the man who carefully ex-